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CoMB» lay aside jour dolls and tojt> 
' And listen, little girls and boys; 
"While tales of birds and beasts we tell. 
And children who have acted well ; 
Whose virtues were excell'd by few. 
Who gain'd the love of all they knew. 
Some others we must bring to light. 
Of whom it gives us pain to write ; 
But eilbh was punish'd for his crime. 
As you will hear in proper time. | 

These tales, for your instruction meant^ 
We hope will answer their intent; 
For this id what uur verse intends*-* 
To niake Jou wiser, little friends, 
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EDWABD AND HIS DOG TmM. 

POOR Edward lost hb parents dear. 

When quite a little lad ; 
And no kind friend nor guardian near, 

To bring him up he had. 

The boys with whom he us'd to plaj, 
Taught him to box and fight. 

And led his little mind astray 
From all ttings that are right 
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So many cruel tricks bc'd try, * 

On creatures that are dumb- 
No pat, nor dog, nor bird, nor fly. 
Could safely near him come. 

Whene'er a harmless Puss he saw. 
He ne'er was known to fail. 

Either to pinch her velTet paw. 
Or pull her spotted tail. 

He had a little dog beside. 

Whose name, I think, was Trim, 
And took him to the river's side. 

To teachJttP^ how to swim. 


ichJ^ i 


It happen'd, on a summer's day. 
When other sports were done. 

He call'd his little dog away» 
To have a bit of fun. 


THE INFANT MINS^mSL. 
I' 


When at the river side they came, 
Ned threw a stone for Trim ; 

Then bade him go and fetch the same, 
And bring iOltofik to him. 

Trim swam— his courage did not fiul— 
The stone he cooid not find ; 

He shook his head, and wagg'd his tail. 
And often look'd behind : 

As if to mk his master's cane 

To point out where *twas cast ; 
Till, findiag^ all his efferts vain, 
. He gave it ttp at last 


Now, Edward, like a tyrant base^ 
This faithful servant beat. 

While looking meekly in his face, 
And crouching at his feet 



10 THE IHFAMT MINSTREL- 

Just then a lady pass'd that way. 

And saw the cruel «ght ; 
She loakM at Edward with dismay » 

As well, indeed* she ftU0* 

* '^ • 

^Tor shame ! you naughty boy," she said, 
^^ How dare you thus behave ?" 
And as she spoke, she shook her head. 
And look'd ex^emely grave. 

''p ! if you let such passions fly, ^^ 
Nor conquer them in time, 
. . ThejW ^in the mastery by and bye, 
" And lead totlreadful criii&. 

^, ' 
*'Now learn a lesson, child, from him 
WKbm you Wjij^tiy flog ; 


jlor sflorn a^ 


a wise reproof from Trim, 
is your dog. 
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^ Thp^ with your orders to comply 

He tried his utmost sUll, 
He bears this usage patiently^ v ,, - 
« Nor renders ill for ill* . 

% 
^ Good-nature makes him thus submit 

And not the want of might ; 

For he has strengt^to punish it> 

And make you feeWs Ute.** 


» » 


« O dear ! I own 'tis vcty true/' 
The little boy replied ; 

** But no one tells me what to do« 
Since my dear parents died. 


> 


^ Will you, dear madam^ condescend 

My youthful stepi^ to guide ; 

.^d be a little orphan's friend, 

fjT Who has no friend besidefV 


/ 
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<^^» ^ Am»^ 


Hie ladjT^ for her heart uras kind. 

Complied without itelay : 
And <}aily led his little mind. 

In wisdom's pleasant way. 


His former fotlies to amende 

With constant care he sought t 

May all who find as m pd a friend. 

Be willing to be wight 

THE HARE. 

One day a little timid hare 

Took covert in a seat^ 
Which gracHl my pretty garden, where 

He finds a safe retreat 
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«««MMiM^ 


When ev'mng shades tre spreftii on high, 

And dews are on the groatid. 
With ears erect, and anxieas eye* 
' He gazes all aiioand. 

Then, if he thinks bimself anseen. 

He comes to seek his food ; 
Or on the smooth and level green, 

He frisks in playful mood. 

Sometimes he seeks the gaj parterre. 
Where fairest flowers grow j 

And often unmolested there. 
He wanders to apd fro. 

From all the flow'rs he there can see. 

The pink-root he selects ; 
And those which would pernicious be. 

Instinctively rejects. 
B 
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If ittmy w»Ui 1^ oeme toe Bear, 
He does net diOMe t<^ stiij ; 

But oft looks b«ek, tW frte fto» f^ar. 
And nu^nbly trots «mj* 

At sight of man ht does not Ij^ ■■' 

To seek securer grounds ; 
A stranger to the kutitsmaft's mtj^ 

And to the preedy keulids. 


,foi 


or ne'er in iUs domain (^ miner 
Was deed ungentle dene; 
Secure from angler's pi^eni Une« 
And sportsmai^l ^rUy g«n# 

For still tius precept I reeelt^ 
'Which ever seems to saj^*-*- 

'*If happinesa iheu canst net py% 
Then take it not aw»j^ 
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tlffi GOOD urtxB Bor. 

Tom wu a modest ItMe bo j. 
His ftkther^ and hiit mother^ joj* 

For he was very good : 
He seldom gave them cause to chidei 
His little faults he did not hide» 

But own'd them, as he should. 

''if I do fTfohg,^ he uiTd to say. 
At home, at sehool, or at my play, 

Tis right to teU ray mother; 
For this I've notic'd, many a time. 
That trying to conceal one crime. 

Does always maJM another. 
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^w ^iti^ tt y^ 


Mj parents both are irise and kind. 
They teach me to improve my mind. 

And all my faults amend ; 
And still their counsels to obey. 
No doubt, must be tiie wisest way> 

And safest in the end* 

A day, in such obedience spent. 
Is sure to yield the most content. 

For frequently I find- 
That one wrong word, or angry fray. 
Or lazy fit, will spoil a day. 

And make a heavy mind* 
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Ittfi SFIDEB^ WEB. 

One morning in May little Caroline went. 
When all things were btoomlng and gay. 

And prettily ask'd her kind mother's consent. 
To go in the garden and play. 

Next nimbly she ran for her tippet and hat,] 
llien into the garden she bounds ; 

Awhile in a sweet little arboor she sat^ , 
And then ran all over the grounds. 

At length, hi a rose-bush, hirif hid in tiie shade, 

A moTement attracted her eye ; 
And she saw, in a web most ingeniously made, 

A spider entangling a fly. 

She sought to release it, but found it was vain 
At last, any longer to try ; 
b2 
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So ran to her m!»^r, in haste, to compUdn, 
Who was tying up flowers ctose by. 

" Oh cbme dear mamma/' she excla^n'd, ** api 
look there. 

For such a sad sight you will see ; 
A fly which a spider has caught in his snare. 

So fast that it cannot get free. 

''Let's kill the great spider for doing such things^ 

And set the poor fly at its ease ; 
O dear, kpw the cobweb has bound up its wings ! 

Pray hdp it, mamma, if you please **• 

"My dear,'* she replied, "let us think for a 
while ; 

For If I should brush it away. 
The work of this insecC unjustly I spoil. 

And rob of his natural prey. 


T9fi IKVAHT miMSTESL. iS ^ 


** As sheept swioei and oi^en are ^Tea to migi. 

With creaturea of varioaa size ; 
Jost 80, by the umt wise and rq;ular plan, 

Maj spiders regale upon, flies. 

" The creatures, if not by each other destroy'd. 
Would multiply faster and faster; 

The dwellings of man would be sadly annoy'd^ 
And all be distress and disaster. 

<' Besides, by depriving each other of breath. 

In order their wants to assuage. 
They escape all the pangs of a natural death. 

From hunger, and pain, and old age. 

.<' Then, Caroline,, can it be lawful for us. 
This happy appointment to thwart ? 

And destroy a poor inno*cent animal thus. 
For doing no more than it ought i " 
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VMAAMt^an^ 


Noir Careline fiaiiUy her error confeel^ 
ConGerniug tiiese useful affiiirs : 
mind our own bu^ess, it seemsi is the he&i, 
"fknA leave flies and sf^ders to theirs. 


THE GOOD LITTLE GIRL* 

Maria had a i&odest air, 
. And was belov'd bj all : 
/Twas not lor bei^ fine or fair, 
Nor yet for growing tall. 

She was a very active child. 
To learning much incHn'd ; 

And yet her manners, soft and mild, 
Display^ an humble mind. 


TRK nrVAST linNSTEttt. ^ 


She bad a very ttv^tr heart* 

And often, I beliere. 
Her little store she weUtd impart. 

Poor pec^le to relieve. 

For" ragged children out of doors^ 

It was her great delight^ 
To make up frocks and pinafores, 

And dresa them%eaAind tights 

A hungry beggar in the street^ 
Whenever she chanc'd to see. 

She fretl J gave her share of meat. 
And gave it cheerfulij. 

Bat jet these daties to falfiil 

Was not h^ only part ; 
$be strove to learn God's hoi j will, 

And serve him witb her hearts 
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But whUe Iferia did%U tUf > 

Obliging everj M0» 
She Mi thftt mmk wi» im^mim. 

And much y90» left «indiH». 

Let none who n^ iner ]|fe» supfHise 

It is too h%h to aim ; 
For «aioh a mind is given thoM» 

Who lmmb% selk the same. 


Mamma had ingiracted Amelia with oare 
Axid taught her to read and to spell ; 

She work'd at her needle exceedingly fak* 
And could cipher and write very weUw 
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7W ste widM thAt W liii^jiMftd sheoM be 

■ Mm Ittd^ AfiTw attd theii» gi%^ k«r kt^e 
To Tisit ft HAf wfaofle d«^ter the knew, 
Apd in taril her young friend to receive. 

Bot Anna ifH tdlei tnd giddy, and viAn, 

Atiff eottM not be made to attend ; 
£he was not deslrotn fair knowledge to gain> 

Nor anxious her faults to amend* 

One evening, as usual, the friends had agreed ^ 

To go out and play on flte iawn ; 
l^^lken Att^elitt desif^ her companion to read. 

The tale of the ^D6« and the Fawn.'' 

iMuiitbntfy takii^ the book, sh^ ^ittfi 
To rend-H4nrt flhe touM not read i^ell ; 

And mmf sad bhindet^ and pftus^s nht made^ 
At words wfaith fihe (oMi she Iteust irpelt. 
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Amelia, as so9n as she came to the end, 
Express'd her surprise with good breediog >^ 

" Do let me advise you," said she, *^ as a fijrad. 
To take greater pains with jour reading. 

^^Matnma often says, that to be but admired 
For dancing, and singing, and play. 

When all useful knowledge is left unacqairM, 
Is throwing our talents away. 

''Believe me, dear Anna,** she added, ** you'd 
find. 

If once you had courage to try. 
More pleasure by far in improtdng your mind. 

Than trifling employments supply.'' 

Then Anna with tears and confusion confessed 
How much this good counsel she priz'd. 

And soon a firm wish and intention express'd 
To do as her friend had adfis'd. 
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So Anna began to improTe in a trice* 
And became well instructed at last ; 

Bat gratefttlljr mention'd Ametia's advice* 
Whenever, thejr talk'd of the past 


THE REWABD OF DISOBEDIENCE. 

Eliza came running one daj to her mother. 
And said» *' Pray, mamma, come and speak to 

my brother ; 
He's naughty, and will not do what I desire, 
I But standi at the fender, to play with the fire.** 

Sh e spoke just in time, for the nsoment they came* 

p They found master Robert enveloped in flame; 

And taking the carpet, they roll'd him lip tight. 

Which kept outthe air, and extinguished the llgk. 

C 
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The poor little fellow was terribly burnt, 
fiat from his misfortune a lesson has l«amt ; 
For, had he temember*!! his mother^ desire. 
Who toid him however must meddk with fire, 

fie would not so long have had cause to complaia 
That his hands and his face were still smarting 

with pain ^ 
Thus punishment constantly follows on crime, 
Tho* not always Hke his — ait the moment of time. 


TBE SCniM&tt EV1SNIN6. 

See i^ere the glowing sun-set bow 
Tinges yon mountain's misty brow : 
0*er hill, and da]e,«nd meadow brigfbt, 
' 1^ ^preiuls a flood of golden Kght ; 


Mfc^ 
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Illumes the lowlj cottage pane. 
And fires the steeple'^ gi^J Tane. 

The martin skims her rapid way. 
In eager quest of insect prey ; 
The chirping brood» with loud appeal^ 
Had ask'd her for their e4(ning meal, 
And from their claj-built nest on high. 
Wait her return impatiendy. 

Amid the wood's dark foliage, now 
The squirrel leaps from bough to bough; 
He starts and frisl^ with agile powY, 
Enlivened by the evening hour ; 
No tyrant cage nor chain has he. 
To bar his joyous liberty. 

Now insects skim the placid stream, 
Or frolic in the sunny beam : 


^ 
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So still the dAT, the forest trees 
Scarce murmur to the tender breeze; 
Birds, one by one, have sung fareweU, 
And left the grove to Philomel. ^ 

How pleasant is||e garden shade. 
By lilac iM laburnum made ! 
But sofji^ now our footstep's treads 
For little flowers are gone to bed ; 
The tulip folds her crimson cup. 
And rosy daisies curl them up. 

Sweet is the summer evening hour I 
And when I feel its soothing powV» 
A gentle whisper seems to say. 
That life is but a summer's day ; 
And that its close, if spent aright^ 
Is tranquil as a sumnoet's night. 
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THE SCBOOL-BOTS. 

Tir school as good Richard was going one dajr 

(It being remarkably fine,) 
He thought he would take a short walk by the * 

As it wanted a quarter tii nine. 


*Twas cheerful October — his spirits were ligh 
The sun shone unclouded and clear; 

The woods with the colours of autumn weri 
• bright. 
Bespeaking the fall of the year. 

» 
The ploughboy's shrill Whistle was heard frOtn 

the field, 

As gaily he turn'd up the soil : 

These healthy employments much happiness 

yield, . 

To sweeten the labourer's toil. 


i 
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V^v«^w«t 


Richard thought of thestudiea he had to pursue. 
Where higher enjoyments are found ; 
^ And the fair fields of knowledge appeared to his 
view, 
k ^A^ bright as the landscape around. 

Hj^ laugh loud and rude interrupted him hert, 
4^ He turning abruptly to see, 
Perceiv'da large party of school-boys were near. 
Who ran up to meet him with glee. * 

« 0, Richard, His lucky you're* here, " they ex- 
claim'd, 
'* To join in our hazardous feat ; 
Come along, lad, and if you don't fear being 
blamed, 
We'll give you a capital treat. 
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last by is an orchard, where apples and pears 

Are hanging in clusters so thick, 
Thej cannot be missed when we*?e taken our 
shares, 4 

And down thej shall come with a stick.** 

•• For shame,** exclaim'd Richard, *' how can you 
believe 

I would join in so bad an aSkir ; 
To wrong a poor neighbour, and basely to thieve. 

For the sake of a trumpery pear. 

•«Do let me dissuade you — ^but should it be 
vain, 

I shall leave you and hurry to school :** 
Witb this he ran oflT, while again and again, 

They cali'd h^i a cowardly fool. 
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Richard went on his way. and sat down in his 
place^ 
DeierminM his master to ploade ; 
* His cheerful appearance, and innocent face. 
Bespoke that his mind was at ease. 

That ?ery same day was discover'd the plot. 
And the thieves were all flogg'd without fail e 

My dear little readers will find, I doubt not. 
The moral of this little tale. 


THE LITTLE GIPSY, 


fFovnded on Fact. J 

Around a blazing Christma^re, 
An infant group were playing; 
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Two lovely gWi, a cberub boy. 
Their parent's eyes behold with joy, 
Each opening grace displaying* 

But why on either parent's face 

Is joy so dimly shining P 
Oh, why the fond intrusive tear. 
Which checks the smile with damp severe. 

As grief were undermining. 

Perhaps their hearts, with anxious dread. 

View life's tempestuous ocean ; 

And sad — (beholding present joy. 

Which future error may destfoy, 

. Or passion's strong emotion) — 

See they the future rising scene. 
With hope and doubt cdmbining ; 
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Where tfaocns midtt resea iatc rveae^ 
Where dista&t gather iog eloiids are 8eeD> 

And April** sua is skii^Bg. 
• 
But see, at yonder window stand, 

Lur'd by the fire so cheering*-* 
A boy, strayed &ori a gipsy crew; 
Qh, hear his Toice for pity sue^ 

In accents most despairiDg« 

A pair of infant hands are raised. 

Some little boon' imploring: 
For piercing is the wintry blast. 
Dark is the night— the rain falls (ksf^ • 

No friendly hope restoring. 

The little throngs their gentle hearts- 
With pity warmly glowin|p 
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FIj quick, tiw wi8h*d4iM' «d to ptt ; 
Jlis shoes «ie b^ him to reccitc^ 
And Qse her frock hestowiAg* 

The biipless 'Wanderer's usher'd in ; 

Clothes, food, with accents obeeriog, 
Thej gf adlj brmgN«4ittdre8s ihw goest, 
When lo ! upon hts snowy breast^ 

A well-known marie appearing ! 

•5 *Ti8 he ! 'tis he !'* the mother cries. 
And faints in speechless pleasure : 

A father clasps him to his breast. 

In raptures words have ne'er exprest, 
Then cries—** Mjr long-lost treasure. 
« 

** Mj child ! my Edmund, thee I hold 
To this delighted bosom ; 


1 
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Oh wake, m j lo¥e« to life and joy. 
With me» oh welcome home, our boj. 
Our long unsheltered blossom : 

** Who, when uppn a luckless day. 

His infant sports eiyoying, 
A gipsy chancing near to stray, 
Beguil'd his heedless steps away. 
Our dearest hopes destroying." 

And now the infantine caress. 
Each cherub lip bestowing. 

They give him welcome to the place ; 

And little Edmund's sun-burnt face 
With new-born hope is glowing. 
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TO THE WOOD-LAlli;^ 


Stay, little warbler, staj* 
lieave not jon verdaat spray. 
Bat warble forth thy lay 

Of praise and gladneiTs : 

For feir is evVy flow'r 
That decks this rustic bow'r ; 
All nature round has pow'r 

To banish sadnesi^. 

To that great God on high. 
Who formed yon a2ure sky. 
Who gave^the rose its dye, 

' Thy song arises ! 

it 
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Then, shall I thankless be. 
When he bestows on me 
Wh^te*er felicity 

Mj bosom prizei ! 


♦ 


» 


THE FALLEN ROSE. 

A lovely ro$e Maria found ; 

She thought its sweets to gain t 
But ere her eager hopes were crown'd, 
its leaves are scattered o'er the ground. 

The thorns alone remain ! 

She weeps ! — Ah ! check the sw^ling sigh^ 
And let this rose impart» 
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f While yet the tear is iti feer ej<,) 
A lesson of morality 
Unto her youthful heart. 

Such, such is life's deceitful joy, 

And such is beauty^ power : 
Then, dearest girl, thy time employ, 
To gain what chance can ne*er destroy* 
Virtue's immortal flow'r ! 


THE ORPHANS PRATER. 

Oh, let a hapless orphan child 

Your tender pity share. 
Who wanders, midst the desert wild, 

The yictim of despair I 
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Ko peaceful home unfolds to me 

Its hospitable door ; 
JSfo friend's Endearing smile I see. 

To bid me weep no more. 

• No mother's tenderness I share$ 

No father's fond embrace ; 
But stiH those ties* so fondly deAr, 
Mj memdr J can trace. 

Our peaceful cot, our happy home. 
Their fond parental care ! 

jBut they are dead — and forth I roam. 
The victim of despmr • 

Then spare a hapless orphan boj. 
Some trifle from y^ur store ; 

So may content, and peace, and joy, 
Attend your happy door. 
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Oh, bear me ! for that God above, 
Who makes th^ good his care, 

fliields thow with his peculiar love, 
Who hear the orphan's prayer. 


THE DBW-BROP. 

Upon a lily, bright and fair, 
A dew-drop sparkled nigh : 

To what shall we this gem compare?-*- 
The tear in Pity's eye J 

Thro' that the lily looks more rare ; 

More bright the xose's dye : 
Oh, nought can be more sweet or fair, 

Than dove-ey'd Sympathy ! 
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And stili another Uswm we 
May from this dew-drop learn : 

The transient nature we maj so^ 
or life's mort amiling mom 1 

Oh then, my Emily, with care. 
To gain that treasure try. 

Which circling years cannot impair^ 
Nor accident destroy ! 


THE lfILKBiAIj». 

Gentle maiden, lightly tripping 
O'er the meads at dawn of day. 

While each bush with dew is dripping, 
Say, what makes thy heart so gay? 
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'TIS tiiat health and peace adorning, 
Deck with bliss ibj happy lot ; 

With content I see each morning 
Smile upon mj humble cot. 

Gentle maiden, sweetly smiling. 
Tell me why the rose so bright 

Decks thy cheek P Tis hope beguiling. 
Fills my bosom with delight ! 

Hope, that says a parent's bosom 
Pleas'd regards my duteous care ! 

Thus more bright the rose will blossom, 
Which Content has planted there ! 

Happy milkmaid ! peace and pleasure 
Smile indeed to cheer thy cot ; 

Love and duty are z. treasure • 
Which adorn the humblest lot 
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T0E BBE. 


Little busy hummiog bee« 
Embrem meet of indastrj^ 
Pieas'd I see thee search the spring,. 
For its varied sweets, and bring 
All those fragrant treasures home. 
Which to gather forth you roam. 

Hapless little busy bee^ 
Sad the fate that waits on thee ! 
After all thy anxious toil. 
After all thy gather'd spoil. 
Thankless man denies thy joy. 
And, to rob thee, will destroy ! 
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GONTSNTMENT. 

iJoHie» CoBtent, and dwell with me^ 
ril thy coDfttant votfry be: 
Calin» and constant, and serene^ 
Thou canst bless the humblest scene. 

Vainly should ambition smile, 
Vaiolj pleasure should beguile, 
Power tempt, or riches lure. 
Thine are pleasures far more pure ! 
I will then thy vot*ry be. 
Come, Content, and dwell with me* 


46 THE INFANT MINSTREL. 


THE WOODIAAN'S HUT. . 

Upon the weary traveller. 

The door was never shut. 
Bat welcomed to the homely cheer 

Within the woodman's hut. 

Tho' coarse and scanty is his store. 

He envies not the great : 
Nor sighs, nor vainly wishes more, 

J^or murmurs at his fate. 

Resign'd to what his God denies. 
Content with what he gives, 

With lightsome heart to work he hies. 
And in contentment lives ! 
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And when his death shall close the door. 

Ne'er on the wand'rer shut. 
He'll stopr and shed a gratefiil tear. 

Beside the woodman's hot I 


THE KITE. 

Edward and William come and see 
What good mamma has bought for me : 
It IS a kite, and we will try 
If you and I can make it fly. 
We'll write our copies very well. 
We'll read our French, and then we'lUpell ; 
And so, when all our tasks are done. 
Mamma will take us out of town. 


4ft nnr ikpaut mikstri^z.. 

ril take mj kite,«iid you must bring 
What uncle gav^$^*^the bail of stiriag. 

The lessomt M^i, the copies dofie. 
With smiling looks atraj Aej run. 
" Make haste, mamma, I beg and pray :*^ 
** My dears, it blows a storm to-day." 
'' Oh, then the kite will better fly ; 
Do only come and let us try." 

To Rosewood Park at length they hied. 
Advice and weather all cfetied. 
The wind was high, a gale it blew. 
The kite was rais'd — aloft it flew. 
** See, see, mamma ! look ! who Was right ? 
The kite is almost oat of sight.'* 
But scarce had little John thus spoke. 
When from the kite the string was broken 
Oh, dire mishap ! oh cruel fkte ! 
Mamma was right, he found too late. 
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Many a sigh and tear it cost. 
The kite was torn, the tail was lost. 
Another time mamma believe : 
Her little boy sfieHl not deceive. 


IITTLB JANE. 

Come, Jane, you have been good so long. 

That you shall go with me. 
And we will join the happy throng. 

At grandmamma's at tea. 

Tour uncles, aunts, and cousins too. 

Will all, my love, be th^re ; 
And dear papa, and I, and you, 

Together will repair. 
E 
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Now had my Jane been rude or croBt^ 
At home she would hate stitid; 

And think how great had been her lotif^ 
To siaj with Ann» Hkt nUidd : 

While all her cousins were so gaj. 

So happy and so cheery. — 
But Jane is good, so come away» 

And we will" all be merry. 


THE FROSTY MORNmC. 

Augustus. 
Stt, see, dear papa, those trees oacesagreei« 

They're cover*d with whiteness all o'er ; 
Who ever would think ttat they erer had b^eA 

So gay and so blooming before P 
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lis fr68^ mf A«gQ9tii8« which coTers the mead. 
The w^^^doufSt ijKe gardes*, the trees ; 

Which homtwiMid^ all shivering, urges our speed. 
And nips us so hard in the breeze. 

But coald mjr dear boy thro* a microscope see 
This frost how his wonder would rise I 

Where the smallest of atoms apjpears as a tree. 
With its branches spread forth to the skies. 

How wond'rous ! 

Papa. 
Yes, dear one^ and think of the pow'r 
Of the God who created the world. 
From the mountainous alps to tiie soft blushing 
flow*r, 
Which in summer its foliage mfurl'd. 
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We nothiDg can do but our gratitude show^ 
For mercies so matchless and kind ; 

Let our praises, dear boy, evVy morning renew» 
To his will and direction resign'd. 


THE STARVED LAHK. 

« 

Come, Theodore, and see the work 
Your thoughtlessness has wrought ; 

Qh, come and see the pretty lark. 
Which you so lately caught 

I warmly pleaded, but in vain— 
** Mamma,** said Theodore, 

^ It ne'er ihall want for seed or grain. 
Or turf from off the moor. 
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«* With care »y. pfftty eharg^ III tend, 

Nor ever let it want ; 
1*11 be hiB guardian and^his fKend^ 

Then my petition grant.*' 

I dtd--N^you /rf U^tat a umk. 

But some new ohject d^ew 
Your wandering fancy i»'-*-eotM U ifmdc^ 

It would have sidd to jou >— 

«• Ungrateful Theodore ! ray 8ong * 

In vain for thee I rais'd : 
Pm heeded not;— ^past is the day 

When I was Ipv'd and prais'd. 

•* Yet give mc food— His hard to be 
. Confin'd and starved beside ! 

Hard i# the loss of liberty I '* 

And ah ! the i!utt*ret died ! 
e2 
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Ah, see fhe sad imploring eye» 
The cold and raffled breast ; 

Ah, see it still and lifeless lie 

« 

In death's eternal rest 

Son weep ! that little heart beats high» 
With keen repentance torn : 

'Tis wavering inconstancy 
Thus bids thee sadly mourn. 


PARTS OF THE DAT. 

The eariy sun begins to peep; 

The lark is singing blythe ; 
The cock^ shrill notes have conquerM sleep-} 

The mower whets his scythe. 
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The sturdy hiad renewt his tml, 

And strides across the lea; 
And while he ploughs the gen'rons soiU 

He sings with careless glae. 

The milkmaid tacks her rasset coat. 

And trips across the field ; 
The brinded cow and shaggy goat» 

Their useful treasures yield. 

The traveller, now refreshed by sleep* 

Pursues his short'ning way ; 
Forsakes the plain, and climbs the steep. 

With his poor faithful Tray. 

Tlie rosy child his bed forsakes. 

He loves the morning ray. 
The sparkling dew, the fringed brakes. 

The heathy tiie meadows gay. 
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The 8im now drives his nooiitide vrnin, 

And darts bis powVful beam ; 
Which gilds the grove, and paints the plain/ 

And glitters on the stream. 

The peacock struts in stately pride ; 

The heifer seeks the Shade ; 
The finny tribe in safety glide ; 

The gard'ner rests his spade* 

The thirsty trav'ller stoops to drink ; 

Can naught his thirst allay ? 
Yet still he tempts the slippery brink : 

The stream still glides away. 

The shepherds seek the spreading tree, 

And take their frugal meals; 
The little busy, dexHrous bee. 

Her precious theft conceals. 
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The 8cbooI-boy leaves his finish'd task, 

And eager .rnns to play ; 
Nor heeds the vipers as they bask. 

In the warm sunny ray.^ 

Evening. 
Now sinking in the western skies. 

The sun has hid his head ; 
The twilight, o'er her modest eyesi 

Her dainty veil has spread. 

The ox,«releas'd from galling yoke. 
Now drinks the murmuring rill ; 

The sheep-bell's tinkling, measured stroke. 
Sounds from the neighboring hill. 

The nightin^le has tun'd her songs 

In yonder lonely grove, 
And still her swelling note prolongs. 

In mourning for her love. 


5f^ XBE ^V^ANT IM^V^TIl^ 

The fannfiot M^ the M^gp^ Mi»p« 
To taste the smilipg ph ; 

The gossip ^ t^e Uacksjoiith^^ she^. 
Relates her wpud'FOiis t;ak. 

The peasant at his cottage door» 
Is welcoDi'd with a smile } 

While Robin tells his loye^tale o'^r» 
To Susan at the ^tile^ 

The untiled child ^nwiUing goes 

Slow to his earlj bed, 
J^or dreams that future heijivier wo^H 

Hang o'er his sullen h«ad« 

Mght. 
Now nf^turg aits in sweet repose^ 

And calls her son^ to rest ; 
Her gaudy dress away she throws ; 

,She wraps her sable v^^. 
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Etch grove u rimte, ^ch fUtiiA is ititlv 
Save where ^e watcbfel owl. 

Sits on tlie bam^ or n^ar the mU, 
Whew the sly fox may prowl. 

The restlesa child forgets his toys. 

His beauty buried lies ; 
And buried^are^hiagrieft and joyt; 

And closM his eager eyes. 

The weary laborer re6ts his head ; 

The beose wife's toil is o*er.— 
Sleep does his downy pinions spread. 

Where peace still guards the door. 

Conclusion. 
God* riiflckes^e morn with balmy breath, 

He spreads the noontide ray; 
And throws across th' extended earth. 

The veil of twilight grey. 
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And wbiU he dwelts entbro^i'd ia l^^ 
** His eyes his children keep f 

He draws the curtains of the night. 
And giiards them while thej sleep. 


THE POOB WTTLB 43IRL. 

*0h, where are you going, poor little girl ? 
^ Oh, where are yon going so early ? 
The rain and the snow-flakes around thee do fail. 
Yet thou'rt smiling and carolling cheerly. 

Hiy garments are coarse, and thy feet withoat 

shoes, 
* No bat shields thy head from the storm ; 
Yet fair on thy cheek blooms contentment's 

bright rose. 
And with rigour health braces thy form. 
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" Oh eAj, littie girl» hast thoa parents or h&mt, 
Where now dost thou hastily hie ? 

Or» lonelj and friendless, alone doSt them roam. 
Thy curtain and shelter the sky B" 

" Oh Qp, Pro not friendless— a mother have I, 
And a hut ^ivhich affords us a home ; 

Tismycare which keeps her from this pityless 
sky. 
While seeking h^r comforts I roam. 

*• I yesterday earn'd us our food for the week, 
Tho' hamWe, health sweetens our cheer ; 

And now broken faggots and branches I seek, 
W^ith which T shall homeward repair ; 

"And rouse up our fire, and spread our repast, 
' By affection and tenderness grac'd : 
Tis thither, good stranger, Tm hieing so fasti— 
And wonder you now at my haste ?" 
F 
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" Good, good little girl ! the Alfiiighty will see. 

And thy filial duty approve) 
Take this trifle-*and ever the care mayst thou 
prove. 

Of the parent of virtue and love. 


GOOD AND EVIL llfPULSE. 

When thbughts of doing ill assail roy mind, 
In thy protection, Lord, defence I find : 
Thine be the kingdom, glory, and the pow'r. 
To aid me in the dangerous, trying hour. 
Reliance on thy grace then let me know. 
Hold, Lord, that shield between me and the foe ! 
Thus, merciful, from sin thy servant save*— 
From sin-— that wound, which kills beyond the 
grave. 
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Whatever acts of good I may intend, 
Intentioki comes from thee, my God, my friend. 
Strengthen my purpose, ere it turn aside, 
To fiiU performance quick my efforts guide. 
Throttghliuman weakness, when those efforts fail, 
Thy kin^om, glory, and thy pow*r prevail. 


OBSTINATE JOHN. 

Good tK>y» drop on the ground that ^tone. 
And throw no more into the tree ; 

Do let the thrush's nest alone. 
The thrush hath done no harm to thee. 
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Much painfl and time she took to bttild, 

What, in a moment, yon destroy; 
That nest doth wett her young ones shield. 

Pity the little birds, good boy. 

Not all the men that now do lire. 

So neat a piece of work can make ; 
What joy can its destruction give ? 

In mischief why such pleasure take ? ^ 
You'll break the eggs, and where's tiie use? 

Such wanton sport ia surely wrong ; 
That little egg may yet produce 

A bird to cheer us with his song. 

Boy. 
What business of yours, if a stone. I should 

throw? 
What need you to talk ? Tm not throwing at 

you; 
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ru knock down the nest, that I very well 

know, 
111 hit, and III batter, and Utter it too. 

He flung the stone with wicked aim ; 

Fntouch'd the nest— the tr^ was high : 
The st<me with back rebounding came. 

With force it struck him in the eye* 
That eye of life, which from its light 

Might with a diamond match. 
Is now for ever closed in night. 

And wears a sable patch. 


v£ 
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EDWm THE BLIND BOY. 

Oh, gentle ladies, lend an ear. 

In pity, to m J woe ! 
My sorrows may you never share^ 

My anguish never know ! 

It is not, that bereft of light, 
I see no sun's brighi; ray-— 

It is not that Fin lost in night. 
While you enjoy the day :— 

But *ti8, tbdt she, whose tender care 

My erring footsteps led, 
Bias left lier Edwin in despair, 

And sleeps among the dead J 
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No more I bear iier soothing voice I— 

Mj parent and mj friend ! 
No longer shall this heart rejoice 

WhilelhercaUfkttend. 

She claspM m^ in her last embrace ! 

I caught her parting sig^ ! 
I kiss'd her cOld, her lifeless face« 

Ah, then I wish'd to die ! 

And warmly did her orphan pray, 

That (ere upon her breast 
The green, the grassy turf should lay) 

We might together rest ! 

But ah : that Pow*r who pleas'd to take 
My friend and parent dear. 

Did not her poor blind boy forsake. 
But bade him comfort share. 


t pluekVi oaciv faki eftcb fbigcaat iowV» 
(Tho* ne'er I fwiw their hue,) 

Which grew arottnd wr matic bow'r, 
And e'en by touch I knew : 

I bore them to the chai!ch-j9rd drear. 
Where her remains are laid. 

And scattered round with manj a tear. 
And sadly sighing said :^ 

" Alas, my mother ! who will e'er 

Thy tender care ^m|doy ? 
Thy soft afectioo bid me share — 

Who shield thy poor Mind boy ?»•' 

IVhen lo ! upon my aching breast 
. ^flRMden sunshine broke ! 
A vmce which lulW my griefs to rest, 
Thus to my bosom spoke :— 


r 
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^< I— I will take thee to my care ! 

Who form'd, will gtill defend : 
Address to me thy fervent praj'r- 

The haples&.<nrphan's friend. 


^* Be virtuous !— and when past and o'^r 

Life's sad and thorny way. 
Again you'll meet upon that shore 

Where shines eternal day !^ 


A WALK WITH PAPA. 1 

% 

My playmatcs4alk of their papas, v 

But none I think so good as mine ; %^^ 

He said : •« Come, William, get your hat, |^ 
Weil ta^c a walk, the day is fine/' 


TO THE INFANT HINSTEBL. 


Aod^ry fine imleed it was s 
P4pi is seldom in the wrong ; 

And, as his way, he takes mj hand« 
And pleasantly we walk along./ 

And ev*ry tree, and ev'ry plant, , 

And ev'ry object that we see. 

And what they are, and what tiieir use. 

My kind papa explains to me. 

• We met a mtin : '•* Good Sir,*' says he, 

'* The road you come I've never been. 

Direct me, you must know the best 

.■v^ And shortest way to Norwood Green.** 


W^^ 


V? 


le road of life papa hath gone, 
>ut every step to me is new: 
hen his experience shall direct. 
The path he points out PU pursue. 


n 
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A beggar tak*A <rar charity, 

I meither lik'd hiB look nor tone ; 
•• Give me a penny. Sir,** said he : 

Said I,— ^' Indeed I have not one.^' 
Papa relieved him, on we walked, 

iMy charity had soon a choice. 
Another beggar now came up ; 

I lik'd his looks, I lik'd his voice : 

Papa the good example set. 

That charity should never freeze. 
And from my pocket out I took 

A comfortable penny-piece. 
Papa then saw I told.a lie. 

With sorrow I was like to burst ; 
Ah ! dear papa, my fault forgive, 

'Twas but a white lie at the worst. 

• ^■ 
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Said he : *^ La3t winter^ boy^ re&ct. 

Some snow fell on the raven's back* 
Which hops so tame about our yard^ 

His coat made white that late was black ; 
It wanted not the melting snow 

To prove no raven e'er was white : 
Thus evil never can be good. 

And what is wrong cannot be right. 

'* Truth is the sun that melts the snow. 
And shows the raven's sooty wing ! 

For every kind of lie is black*— 
A white lie ! boy, there's no such thing.'' 

A rude and heedless mail rMe by, 
Upon our narrow path he came ; 

He nearly put us in the ditch : 
^ Papa,** said I, <' he's much to blame ; 

4 


TaS>ll^AllT MIN^r&JVL. TS 


The carrii^fe-roftd was wide eiioug^i^ 

He might bftve broken aii our bones ; 
He thinks himself some busj bee« 

And us a pair of idle drones." 
As we looked on, the man had stopp'd ; 

There ^tood a gate across the road ; 
To open it he seemM distressed. 

Though of his galloping he crow'd. 
When I ran forward, ope'd the gate. 

And held it open in mj hand. 
The man and horse pass'd safeljr through, 

And then they made a Sudden stand. 
He quick alights, takes off his hat, 

And thank'd us with a blushing face ; 
He own*d, his conduct as he pass'd, 

Reflected on him much disgrace. 

Papa this gracious lesson taught :— 
Bevenge is not in lead or steel ; 
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A<ti#ibi2d^emor^jo« iffskd ^leni fed. 

The day ia changed, the sky gfowa dark. 

It rain» — for belter we look round ; 
"Papa^" said I, "see yoti fine house ; 

We may be soak'd, but sha*nt be drowitd.'* 
A livery servant stood without; 

Thoujght I, ** Ay there's a shelter sure-" 
He first look'd up, then look'd at uft„ 

Went trirfed, whistling, bang'd the door. 
Before the parlour window stood 

Some gientlemen and ladies fine ; 
They talk'dvnot minding our distress, 

Tho' dropping clothes held out the sign. 
Said I, " Papa, l' wish you'd knock :" 

He smil'd, and stept with hasty pace. 
I saw his wish, a cottage snug 

Stood very near this ttoble place. 
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I ask'd ^pft m\^e Iwy o«r rig^t 

To force 9a entpanee to Ihis oot ? 
It wtd Hs iMmer's faoute tmd home, 

Thoo^lie hftd imt ftB-lm«ible lot. 
And whj 80 fearful to approach 

That fine large hooseP whj pass thatbj? 
It is no more its master^ house 

Than that we go to — tdl me whj ? 


The lalcfa ht liAs, and in we go^ 

Tjsii^, fftker, lieMowa^ come in use : 
The cbeer&I ire,4fae smiling &ce» 

Orf coats, mabr^las, «teckingi^ shoes — 
The welcome inm the kuskmd comes. 

The wife repeats the welcome sound ; 
In plaj!* Dhe babes their welcome givit, 

'^ dog his welcome gambois rownd. 
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Some cakes I purchas'd.on the road, 
1 gave the little girl and boy ; 

Papa look'd pleas'd, and th^j recdiv'd 
M J gifts with modesty and joy. 


Papa was easy, yet polite. 

No silly questions did he ask ; 
Yet I perceiv'd, to do them good, - 

Would be to him a joyful task. 
As we return'd, " My son,** said he, 

«• A lucky thing was this same.^hoWr; 
To serve these poor and civil folks, 

I have, thank Gud, both will and pow*r ; 
My presentation to the school 

That boy shall have — ay, that he shall t 
The day may come he'll fill the chair. 

And feast the nobles in Guildhall.'' 
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To give oar widk vftriety. 

For home we went & different way i 
At te^ we eniartain'd mamma 

Wkb our adyentores of the day*^ 


TH£ POOR liAN'S EPITAPH ON HIS DOG TltAT. 

Here sleeps a fdend, 
Who9e conataiicy aod fitlth Miicere« 
(Thro* fortune miliDg or severe J 
Demands his master's gratef«l tear, 
' Atttushisend! 
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Wben pains assaiN, 
He sought ny sad aod lonel j shed. 
And ranaing rouiid mj lowlj bad» ^ 
lliere lay his faithfnK honest head^ 

And sadly wul4! 


For many a year. 
While toss'd on the tempestuous sea. 
Returned at last, the first was he. 
To frisk about and welcome me. 

With faith sincere! 


In danger^ hour 
He ne*er his master's cause forsook. 
Or felt his truth or courage shook. 
But straight his master's side he took 

With all bis powY. 
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Say, reader, say. 
While yoo ihi» epitaph attend, 
(Where trvth and sorrow sadly Mend,) 
Art thoa a9 faithful to thy friend 

As honest Tray? 


THB HUKTSHAN'S nOKUL 

How lovely is the mom i 
]9ow fair is ev'ry prospect round ! 
But say what is that sudden sound. 
That makes^the woods and vales resound ? 

It is Hit huntsman's hops. 
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Ai|4» quicfcty following* there 
The httiitsmmi see 1 in vain tbj flight ; 
(The strong againdt thef ¥feA. unite ;) 
Thj itide day has set in ^tght. 

Poor hapless, trembling hare ! 

'Tis mercy marks the brave, 
(And tho' the tyrant msff employ 
His strengtii, the helpless to annoy,) 
'Us cowards only who destroy : 

His pleasure is to save I 
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N£W TEAK'S DAY. 

Come, Lucy, this is New Year's Day 5 

And now to God above, 
Mj little darling, let us praj. 

With piety and love. 

Tis he who through the year that's past 
Did guide and ^nard thee too ; ^ 

That year is gone ! thus time flies fast— 
We now begin the new. 


And if another year is gone. 
And we ar&one year older. 

Still let it in our lives be shown. 
We're grown in virtue bolder. 
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Mare kind to others, unto all 

Benevolent and juat f 
Alive to pity*» tender call, 

And place in God our trust. 

To parents dutomtii, «irter^ luAd, 
V Brother^ and ff lends likewise ; 
To learn the lessors stiU iocUu'd^ 
Taught by the good and wise. 

Mni thus, my UtHe xb^riing mbM, 
Behyy'd bj aU you see : 

Affectionate, xoA mild, and kind, 
Belov'd by all you'll be. 
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TH£ COBBLER AND HIS LAIQ>LORD*S SON 
FRANK. 

One summer's eve^ the clock struck eight, 

^was in a c^untrj town : 
Why should Ae cobbler work so late ? 
The sun is goitig down. 
Of trouUe this poor cobbler had his share. 
Yet he was gay, ad cdibler'd^ mostly ai^. 


iGi soDg aad hanmar made a din, 

Hii tools lay by his side ; 
And whenhe pttttwo bristles^in. 
He drew his elbows-wide* 
He gave a sigh, and now' a teur let Ml, 
When Brown, the^Mer, stood befbv^ his Itall. 
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• - 
Said he: ^Friend .Tom, pow tell me why 

So merr J and so sad ; 

For now you sing, and now you cry» 

Just like a man that's mad.'' 

''You know^" said Tom, " I'm jovial, frank, and 

free. 

Yet you'd be grievous, if you were like m«» 

'f I've work enoughT^look there — look here ; 

My customers I please : 
Nor am I forc'd, tho' things are dear. 
To live on bread and cheese. 
I work to keep my wife and children tight. 
Thro' summer's day, and winter's candle-light. 

^' A stock of leather I must have. 

Or on I cannot get ; 
Two pounds for that I strove to save. 

And still keep out of debt ; 
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^Tis gone for tetdt and fiow what aInU I 
I cannot clap a heeltap aa a ahoe* 


^M*tiM, i¥e«ad ft bard totive ; 

^need toraitemyreat: ^ . 
My landlord should a notice give 
Of his anJcinyd intent* 
Not pay— no place this night to Hj mj btad ! 
My hab^ to me ux vaia may cry for bread. 

"Mylandlord*^ crue| as a Turk, ' 

With house, and cash, and lands : 
My customers will give their work 
Into some other h^nds. . 
We*ve but one roQm— for that I cannot pay, 
We must turn put before next quarter day." 
The slater heard, and, whistling, walked away. 
H 
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Tom's Imdlord hid an only sob, 

A gen'rons-minded lad ; 
At home, when holidays b^n. 
What merry days hei had. 
To school this toy with other hoys went back> 
For youthful sports they were a sprightly pack. 

They had to pass the cobbler's stall, 

The sun had just arose ; 
They, laughing, cried out, one and all : — 
'* Let us the cobbler pose ; 
His awl, and ends, and lasts, let us confuse. 
And knock about the street his rotten shoes. 


" He'll wonder how all came about j, 

And how he'll be surpris'd : 
Hell stamp and roar, and fret, and pout. 

To find his goods capsiz'd." 
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Down comes the shatter-^one of them steps in. 
And, as they said, ther soon tbe sport b^n. , 


When Frank, the landlord's son and heir, 

Cried out : '* My boys, no, no ! 
Ilow we can all this trouble spare. 
The way to you I'll show : 
And how we can surprise the cobbler more, 
TkBOk if hi^ tools we broke, his shoes we tore. 


Of pocket-money, from our friends. 

We all have i^nty got; 
Let's scorn to touch the awls and ends 
Of such an harmless sot : 
Bach leave ten shillings in this same old shoe : 
Do as you please, but that's what I will do." 
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<" Thftl^i tttcb ft iiaUe ^Rsk I" 
And as he pnt the shoe about, 
Thej each put in the cash. 
Upon a shelf the monkd shoe they ^j. 
Then bang'd the door» and, laughiDgi ^^ away. 

As yet, not far adv^nc*d the ttiorn. 

To stall the cobbler hied t 
add he, '* Altho* I'm so forlorn, 
rii work, whatever betide." 
The old shoe touch'd, he started at the weight. 
The silver tokens rattled round his pate. , 

" Of gifting fairies I've been told; 
. Can I believe my s%ht I 
But all that glitters is not geld, 
• Nor silver all that'll white." 
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He rings the pleasbg cbfaik : '' Lord ! tliou dost 

give; 
Mj wife and children now shall eat and live.'' 

He boQght his stock of leather now^ 

And now his rent could pay ; 
But whence it came^ he k>new not how. 
Yet bless'd the happy day. 
By chance the landlord heard what Frank had 

done. 
The cobbler's rent he lowered, to please his 
gen'rous son. 
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0BEWENT CHARLOTTE. 

When iu a coach^ kow pleas'd was I, 
To see the people passing by ; 
To see the fruit upon the stalls ; 
To see the pictures on the walls : 
And other coaches pleas'd I see; 
And some in coaches viewing tne. 
In coach I thus roll'd through the towi|. 
At door I stood, the glass was down ; 
My doll was in the pocket plac'd* 
That. she might see, if such her taste. 
With pleasure how my heart did beat, 
Mamma said : " Charlotte, take your seaf 
At first, for noise, I could not hear : 
Again she said, <'Sit down, my dear/' 
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To be of pte2isur6 tbtfs deterred, 

I thought was surely very hard ; 

But as mamma was ne'er unlcind^ 

Obedience still was in my mind, 

I left the spot where I had stood. 

Mamma said : ^ Charlotte's very good * 

She fondly pfac'd me next herself, 

Bnt I am SQch a little elf, 

I just could see the window tops 

Of all the very pretty shops. 

I B^w lost more than half the sight 

Of all that gave me such delight; 

And though I wonder'd what she meant^ 

As slie desir'd, I sat content ; 

When, sudden, bursting with a crack. 

The coach-door flew wide open, smack ; 

And, as it on the hinges hung, 

Now to and fro this coach-door swung ; 
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And, fts it open'd^ ot\t tell doll ; 
In vaiii we to the coachman call ; 
The coach so nimbly rattled on» 
My doll she was for ever gone ; 
The wheels roll'd over her— alas ! 
To pieces crush'd she sarely was* 
The door had not been fasten'd well ; 
Had I stood at it, who can tell 
Bat I, like doll, had tumbled out» 
And kili'd I must have been, no doubt ; 
The wheel must have gone over me ; 
Mamma's precaution now I see i 
And while obedient to her will. 
May Providence protect me still. 


f 


vnmiwmiiffTmvmmmi. ps 


THE VALLIY OF PEACE. 

Oh scenes ! where I first saw the sun's golden 

light. 
Where oft I have wander'd with joy and delight ; 
Ah. never, with reason or lifb. can I cease 
With pleasure to turn to the Valley of Peace. 

Here first the s^«eel lesBoiiof duty was taught. 
Instiled by & p«»%iit who^ spoke to tho heart ! 
And n^ver. oh nefCfiv tbro* Hft's thorny wky. 
From those prteepto b^v'd and revor'd may I 

stray. / 

When 8orrQ«iF4intruide^»Ml whengrioft Uitirvener 
He taught me thai victuecoiddfaff^g^itea the actne: 
I listen'd with joy. and I never shall eeiise. 
To bless what was taught in the Vi^Uey of Peace. 
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TO tHB PEACOCK. 

(TheMirdofJ^om.) 

Froud bird, who swell'st thy emerald breast. 

And court'st the sunny ray ; 
Whose gorgeous fan> and glitfrii^ crests 

Present the blaze of day ; . 
Were but my pen so gaily dipt> 

So richly spread my pi^ ; 
My humble rhymes «o brightly tipt 

For nature's daintiest age ; 
While saunt'ring in his noontide walk^ 

The youth might scan my Terse ; 
Or« pausing in his various talk. 

Perchance my lines rehearse^ 
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TO TH)B DAY-FLY, 

Pair little creature of to-day. 

Spread thy bright wiBgs and flit away ; 

Go tell thy love to yonder rose. 

And in a blae4>e11 take repose. 

But if the sky begins to lowV, 

Then haste thee to the woodbine bowV : 

So frail thy form, so short thy breath, 

A summer-show'r would be thy death. 

» 

On the clear evening dew-drop 9up, 
And drink the rich nectarian cup ; 
For, ere to-morrow's sun is come, 
Thou'rt stretch'd upon thy leafy tomb t 
Each morrow's sun shall gaily shine. 
On wings as fair, as frail as thine. 
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JmttWtfMl* 

Come to nay arms, my dearest child ; 

With joy PJl fill thy purse again : 
Thy words have ev*ry doubt beguiPd, 

And prjov'd my precepts not in vain. 

For, true it is, the wealth we share 
Is by a bounteoas Grod bestow'd, 

That we may make the poor our.care, 
And feel the bliss of doing good. 


UTTLE JANE. 


Little Jane, the morning's fine,^ 
And the sun does brightly shine» 
Yet you still your pillow press : 
Ob, for shame ! 'tis idleness. 
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See the little baay bee 

Culling sweets from ev»ry flow'r 
That grows around :— the ant, too, sec, 

Toiling for her winter store. 

None are idle* quickly rise. 
Chase the slumber from your ey^s ^^^-l^j* 
To God your grateful thinks return. 
Who cais'd you to another morn. 

And then your lesson learn with care, 
And when 'tis done you shall away ; 

Your i^aymates' sports and pastimes share, 
And/«eZ you have not lost a day. 
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VANITY. 

What ! Locy at the glass again ! 
You vr^Hmay blush, my dfckr, 
\MI^ be io foolish and so ram 
- set. ^ iiovr you fliust appear ! 

And what is this, that with delight 

You ever thus behold ? 
A face adorh'd with red knd whiie. 

And hair 6f waving gold. 

But know you, Lucy, time or chance 
Will turn that hair to grey. 

And dim the lustre of that glance, 
And fade that rose away ! 
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The flowV tiiat Uossomt on that bash 
Does not more quickl j wither ; 

IVhile goodness can defi tiie touch. 
Of time and chance together. 

Then leave the glass, jour lesson learOi 
And thence improve your mind : 

Each hour to some good purpose turn, 
And happiness joull find, 


THE GLEANER* 

How sweet to see the laden ears 
Of corn, in sheaves that lie. 

Repaying all the fiirmer's cares, 
And anxious industry. 
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See, tee, i^ith what delight and joy 

The biisj reaper toils ; 
While inditetiy his hours employ. 

And mirth his heart bq(nites. 


And who is that, my dear papa. 
Who follows close behind ? 

Still gathering, with anxious care, 
^ch ear that she can find. 


Papa. 
She is a gleaner, love ; what care 

She takes to gather all; 
Then home, poor child, sh6 will repair, 

Urg'd by affection's call. 
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Her anxiouB me&er looks tiiis way^ 
As home lier course she beads ; 

Nor will shcJ toiler «i her way. 
But to her wi^h attends* 


Henry. 
Good little gleaner ! this half-crown 

You gave me, dear papa, 
To spend when next I went to town, 

I'll go and give to her. 


So do, my love ; for tho' a toy 
Might please you while 'twas new. 

Benevolence iJTords a joy 
More lasting and more true. 
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THE FABM. 


Bose. 
Say whose, deai^ mamma, the white farm which 
we see. 
Surrounded with garden and mead. 
With many a flower, and fair spreading tree. 
While the flocks around carelessly feed. 

Mtmniui* 
That farm, love, is Edwin's; but list to his 
life!— 
His father was honest, hftit poor ; 
And with Agnes, his faithful and notable wife. 
Together they liv% by the moor. 
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««w«%vvw 


Poor Ralph ^ta ft woo4l6tfi> kni worked tary 
hard, 

9or Ins wife and his dear little bciy ; 
Who with h\tB his toils and fatigues often shar'd. 

Their eveningB in peace to enjoj. 


Bat ah ! the poor father fell sick and he died^ 
And to the lone church-yard was borne ; 

And over his grave his poor orphan boy cried. 
For his mother was sick and forlorn ! 


At lettgth he refiectiid, that tiears would not win 

His parent a bed or a meal. 
And that, therefore, to lie there lamenting ws(s 

810, 

And he more consolation must feel,-*- 
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In working, 'gainst want and distress Ui pi^ovide; 

So straight for some rushes he went. 
And wrought them in mats and baskets beside. 

Till the week In employment was spent. 

And next to the village he hastened awaj. 
And his mats and his baskets he sold ; 

And then, with a heart both contented and gay. 
His newly gain'd riches he told. 

Said he, " My poor mother now happy will be. 
When she sees what I carry her home : 

Already her smiles and contentment; I see; 
Oh, who would. in idleness roam !** 

<* And who, little boy," Sjaid the 'Squire as he 
pass'd, ^^ • 

« Is your mother?, and where does she dwell?** 


« 
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<* Mj mother, jour honour, was poor and dis- 
tress'd. 

Till I happen'd my baskets to sell. 
^ And I am an orphan ; for father is dead. 

And no longer his kindness we share ; 
My mother is sick, and I work for our bread, 

And clothes to keep out the cold air.'* 

Now the 'Squire, with great pleasure and real 
delight. 

Heard Edwin relate his sad tale ; 
Determin'd his filial lov^ to requite, 

And that want should no longer assail. 

Such a good little boy, so home he took him 
straight. 

And gave to him work, clothes, and food ; 
Such blessings oi^ virtuous actions will wait. 

Such happiness follows the good ! 


> 
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And BOW grown a man^ bj his saviiiig and care^ 
And the help (^ his generous friend. 

He rents that wJUte farm^ with those gardes so 
fair, ^ 

Where beauty aod osefnlness blend. 

There his mother, with blessings his bafqriness 
shares. 

And still, with aflfection's warm glow, ' 
Receives a reward, for the love and the caree 

jSis infancy taught her to know* 


THE ENft. 
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